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for news which was shouted forth and back while the lines were
made fast. First on board was the postmaster, mayor and hotel-
keeper, a rotund, fur-clad personage with bright little eyes peering
out from a tangle of frosty beard. The captain introduced me,
my hand was grasped as in a vice, and I was told bluntly that
another doctor had arrived the week before.

This was the final blow to my hopes and expectations, already
weakened by my loquacious fellow-passenger. No use even going
ashore, I decided cheerlessly; all I could do was find some means
of getting back to Seattle. Never before had I felt myself in such
desperate straits; never had the future seemed so dark and for-
bidding. I would find Captain Jensen, beg him to allow me to
work my way wherever the ship was going. It mattered little to me.

*'Cheer up, son; things ain't so bad." My imaginative friend
was standing in the doorway. "I know that feller who beat you
to it; I knew him in Sitka. He's a no-good drunken chap who got
run out of the States an3 can't make a livin* 'thout sellin* whisky
to the Siwashes. If he's a doctor, then I'm Teddy Roosevelt. Pick
up your stuff an* corne on up to the hotel an3 have a drink."

The narrow planked street set on piles over the water was
lined on either side with low, rough-boarded or log houses, all
dark and desolate. Halfway down the street a small hotel offered
me the hospitality of a hot drink and an ice-cold bed in an air-
tight room already occupied by two sleeping men. This I gave
up temporarily for the warmth and good cheer to be found
downstairs.

A large room cheerfully lighted with kerosene lamps hanging
from the ceiling, and heated by a red-hot stove made from an
iron kerosene drum, served as post office, hotel lobby, bar-room
and general business and recreational centre. In the rear numerous
games held their devotees as under a spell, oblivious to every-
thing but the elusive goddess of chance. Dealers with green shades
above their eyes sat behind the tables with stacks of gold coins
before them, turning the cards in calm indifference to gains or

Late as was the hour, there were perhaps twenty men still
intorcstei in the turns of fortune, all more or less bearded and
wearing for caps, heavy mackinaw coats and high shoes with
socks reaching to the knees. A few hard-faced women hung
around tfae tables, mingling freely with the men, placing am
asraaal bet. Two mea were aigtiiog somewhat dninkealy at